St. Francis School

Grade 9 Unseen Short Story Reading Test
Name: __________________________                                            Class: 9- _____

Read the story and answer all sections that follow.

Donn Fendler, twelve years old and a Boy Scout from Rye, New York, thought the few steps down from the rocky summit of Mt. Katahdin would take him to his father and brothers.  It was not going to be that easy.
 .      .      .

The top of Katahdin was just ahead. We could see it through a break in the cold, misty clouds that whirled about us. Henry wanted to race for it, but I shook my head. Those last hundred yards were heavy ones and, in spite of the stiff, rocky climb, I was cold and shivery.

Just as we reached the summit, the mist closed in around us and shut off our view of the mountain below. I was disappointed. Who wouldn't be, after such a climb? We waited, shivering in the icy blasts that swept around us, for another break in the clouds. Dimly, just like a ghost, we saw a man standing over to the right, on a spur leading to what is called the Knife Edge. He saw us, too, and waved to us, then started towards us.

Henry is the son of a guide and he seemed pleased. "Let's wait here until he comes over," he said, "then we can start back together-that's the best thing to do."

But I was cold and shivery. I never was good at standing cold, anyway. Nights, when Ryan and Tom slept with only a sheet over them, Dad always came in with a blanket for me. I thought of that, and of Dad somewhere back on the trail behind us.

"Let's get out of here now," I said. I remember that my teeth were chattering as I said it, but Henry shook his head. He wanted to wait for the man.

I think Henry was just a little bit nervous and who wouldn't be, with all that big cloud-covered mountain below us and clouds rolling like smoke around us? But Henry was wise. I can see that now. He knew Katahdin.

I was nervous, too, and maybe that is why I decided to go right back and join Dad and the boys. Maybe I was sorry that I had gone on ahead of them. Maybe that had been a foolish thing to do. Such thoughts run through a fellow's head at a time like that. Anyway, they ran through mine and made me more and more anxious to get back to the folks below.

I had on a sweatshirt under my fleece-lined jacket. When I made up my mind to start back, I peeled off the jacket and gave the sweatshirt to Henry. "That'll keep you warm while you're waiting, I said, "But I'm going back, right now. I'll tell Dad you and the man are coming down soon."

Henry said I was foolish and tried to stop me, but I knew I was all right. I guess I thought I knew more than he did, for I only shrugged my shoulders and laughed at him. Just then, an extra heavy cloud rolled in around us. I thought of people being lost in clouds and getting off the trail—and maybe that hurried me a little as I pulled up my fleece-lined reefer about my neck and started down. Boy, I can see now what a mistake that was! A fellow is just plain dumb who laughs at people who know more than he does.

The clouds were like gray smoke and shut Henry from me before I had gone a dozen yards. The going was very rough, and the trail wound in and around huge rocks. It hadn't seemed so awfully rough on the way up—I mean the last hundred yards, but then you climbed slowly—while going down, you could make better time. I hadn't gone far before I noticed that the trail led me up to rocks that I had to climb over like a squirrel. That seemed funny to me, but I went on just the same, because a fellow forgets easily, and I figured going down was different, anyway.

Nobody can really understand how rough the going is, up there, until he has tried that Hunt Trail in a mist.  I suppose Henry would laugh at me for saying so. He's been over the trail so often. However, I wasn't worried—not just then.  I kept looking ahead, expecting to see Dad and the boys break through the cloud at any moment.

Everything looks different in the clouds. You think you see a man and he turns out to be only a rock.  It kind of scares a fellow, especially when you are alone and awfully cold.

When I had gone quite a distance over the rocks far enough, I thought, to be down on the plateau--I stopped and looked around.  I couldn't see anything that looked like a trail. I couldn't find a single spot of white paint.  I thought I must be down on the plateau but could not be sure. There, are plenty of huge rocks on the plateau, but the trail winds in and out around them. The going is fairly level and the rocks don't bother you as long as you are on the trail, but I was in the middle of the worst mess of rocks you can imagine. I began to worry a little. Boy, it's no fun getting off the trail, when the cloud is so thick you can't see a dozen yards ahead!

One thing helped me not to worry too much.  I knew that if Dad and the boys were still on the way up they must be nearing the place where I stood. At least they must be within hearing distance. I shouted several times. Not a sound answered me. My voice seemed hollow. I had a feeling it didn't go far through that heavy cloud. I waited and then I shouted again and again. At last, I just stood and listened for a long time. No answering shout—nothing but the noise of the wind among the rocks. Boy, I felt funny when I started on.

I couldn't see far on any side of me, and I had a feeling that I was right on the edge of a great cliff. The way the clouds swirled scared me. The rocks about me looked more like ghosts than rocks, until I tried to climb over them. Besides, sleet was beginning to fall.  It formed slick, thin ice on the sleeves of my reefer, and I had to wipe it off my face.  I didn’t like that I was wearing a pair of blue dungarees, and I could feel the water seeping through and getting cold about my legs.

“Maybe,” I thought, “I ought to sit down and wait for Henry and the man.  They’d be along now any moment.”  But when I stood still, the cold, wet cloud seemed to wrap me in an icy blanket.  I started an Indian war dance to warm up.  “Christmas!”  I finally said to myself.  “No use in this.  Might as well go on.  I’ll be sure to find Dad a little farther down!”  But I didn’t find him, and the going got rougher and rougher.

Donn did not know he was about to begin a journey that would bring him close to death.

Fighting off hallucinations, he crawled and stumbled on bleeding numbed feet for days along a stream he knew would lead downhill to civilization.  He had no equipment and only a few berries and water for sustenance.  His shoes and clothing became torn and lost.  By night he huddled in empty tree trunks or mossy shelters.  Nine days later, he crawled from the forest half naked and starving.

Part A.  Multiple Choice.  Choose the BEST answer for each multiple choice item. 2 points each.
1. From your careful reading of the story, what is the best synonym (word that means the same) for “reefer”?

A) boot

B) jacket

C) nap sack

D) rope
2. Who is the main character in this story?

A) Donn

B) Henry

C) Ryan

D) Tom
3. What point of view is used to tell this story?

A) first person point of view

B) mountain top point of view

C) third person limited point of view

D) third person omniscient point of view
4. While coming down the mountain alone, the narrator says, “I couldn’t find a single spot of white paint.”  Why was he looking for white paint?

A) He needed the white paint to protect him from the cold.

B) He thought that the white paint would hide him from predators.

C) He wanted to help his father paint the cabin white.

D) He was trying to find the trail marked with white paint.
5. What literary device is being used in the following sentence?  “The clouds were like grey smoke…”

A) Hyperbole

B) Metaphor

C) Personification

D) Simile
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Part B.  Constructed Response Questions.  Answer all questions below.  Be sure to include and explain evidence to support your answer.

1. What is the theme (main message) of this story?  Support your answer by using two references from the text.

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
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2. Use the chart below to identify the three most serious mistakes made by the main character, why each of these decisions were so dangerous, and what you would have done in his position.

	What was the dangerous 

decision made by the main character?
	Why was it such a bad idea?
	How would you have handled this situation differently?

	1.


	
	

	2.


	
	

	3.
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Part C.  Representing.  In response to the story, show that you understand the message.
Pick ONE of the following:

1. Produce a visual such as a poster, comic strip, collage, etc.  Feel free to sketch, draw, or colour.

OR

2. Produce a piece of creative writing that shows you understand the story.  You may write an alternate ending, change the story in some way, produce a poem, etc.
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Bonus: Who wrote the quote that is on the top of Mr. Mackey’s website? __________________________                                                                       _____    
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Total = ________   =                  %
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